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THE SAINT 


WHO PRAYS MAY 


SAVE ITAL 


By Anthony 


(The Editors of Restor- 
ation feel privileged to print 
this story, because of its, 
originality, the simplicity of 
its style, and its timeliness. 
In this crazy world-situation, 
it is good to know that many 
Italians are still soldiers of 
the Church.) 

Thirty-three years ago, in 
May, 1915, I, a youngster of 
nine years, was nourished 
with the Body and Blood of 
my Lord and Saviour, for the 
first time. In October of the 
same year, I knelt at the 
altar railing for another 
great occasion. Other child- 
ren knelt beside me,: but I| 
hardly noticed them, for I 
was wrapped in prayer. I was 
about to be confirmed into 
the army of Jesus Christ, 
the greatest Leader of all 
time. 

In my right hand I held 
a slip of paper containing 
names, my baptismal name 
and the one which the 
bishop was about to give me, 
at least, so I thought. 

The bishop and his assist- 
ant stood before me. IT pre- 
sented my slip. The names 
were read to the _ bishop. 
“Anthony Orante,” he _ re- 
peated. “Never heard of a 
saint by the name of Orante. 
It will be Anthony Joseph.” 

I could have enlightened 
the good bishop, by telling 
him that Orante, the Saint 
Who Prays, is the patron of 
a little town in Italy that 
give birth to my parents. I 
could have also told him that 
my father’s name is Orante; 
my mother’s name is Vener- 
ante, and very saintly they 
are indeed. However, the 
good bishop was busy and 
had no time to lose, so I be- 
came a soldier of Christ, 
under the names of Anthony 
Joseph. 

In 1431,.a monk, foresee- 
ing that his death was near, 
asked his superior that he 
be allowed to make a pil- 
grimage to the Eternal City, 
to pray at the tombs of Peter 
and Paul. 

With the superior’s per- 
mission, he and two com- 
panions set off for Rome. 
They fulfilled their mission, 
and started homeward. 
While on their way, wishing 
to pay homage to the Blessed 
Virgin, they visited the 
church of Madonna di Capo 
a’Acqua, located at the head 
of lake Fucino, on the out- 
skirts of the village of 
Ortucchio, eighty-five miles 
south-east of Rome. 

Church Bells Ring 

During their visit, the 
early death, became ill. He 
requested his companions to 
resume their journey with- 
out him, and they were fin- 
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ally persuaded to do so. 

The holy man was_ per- 
mitted to use the church: as 
his haven, and every evening 
he was tended by the sacris- 
tan. It was winter and a very 
cold one at that. The nearby 
lake had frozen to the extent 
that oxen could be driven 
over it. : 

The evening of March 4th, 
the sacristan didn’t call at 
the usual time. The monk, 
burning with fever, and 
thinking that his friend 
wouldn’t come to assist him, 
went to the nearby town to 
beg for the necessities of life. 
At times he had to drag 
himself along the ground. 

Calling -at one of the 
homes, he was not only re- 
fused alms by its occupants, 
but was also treated cruelly. 
To this day the town’s people 
relate the incident, and tell 
of the misfortunes that have 
comie upon that household 
and their descendants. 

When che sacristan ar- 
rived at the church, the 
monk was nowhere to _ be 
found. Believing he had re- 
sumed his journey, the 
sacristan locked the doors, 
and retired for the night. 

Upon his return, the 
monk finding the church 
locked and, not wishing to 
disturb anyone, sought shel- 
ter in the rear of the church, 
where there were stacks of 
grapevine branches, placed 
there by the villagers after 
trimming the _ vineyards. 
Here the saintly monk knelt 
in prayer. - 

Early the following morn- 
ing, the people of Ortucchio 
were aroused -from .. their 
slumber by the ringing of 
church bells. What could it 
be, they wondered. Perhaps 
a fire, for it was unusual for 
the bells to ring at such an 
hour. .To satisfy their’ curi- 
osity, many went to the 
church. Imagine their ~a- 
mazement, when they found 
the doors locked and noticed 
that the bells were ringing 
without human assistance. 

They went about searching 
for the solution to the mar- 
vel which they were witness- 
ing. And—there was the, beg- 
gar beside the vine branches,- 
still kneeling, his eyes raised 
toward heaven where his.soul 
had already found joy with 
God. ; 

Orante Joseph? 
The ringing of the bells 
alone would have been, proof 
enough to the most hardened 
skeptic that the monk had 
found favor with God. But 
that wasn’t all. The dead 
branches had-come to life 


and upon them were grapes|_ 


at three different stages: 

blossoms, green, and rich 

ripe fruit. 
(Continued on Page Four) 








On The 
Credit Side 


(By W. C. Dwyer) 


“Spring Fever” centers. a- 
round and reaches its high- 
est degree in the “New 
Look.” Temperatures in some 
quarters are 104 in the shade 
and are the handiwork of 
certain industrialists, who 
are attempting to ‘take in’ 
as many women as possible. 

The older women ... (I 
should not have said that, 
because nearly all women are 
young women) are not tak- 
ing to the idea too cheer- 
fully. The teen-agers and 
those who have the modern 
teen-age complex are sim- 
ply revelling, in the lon 
skirts, parachute coats, etc., 
of the day. 

A store window, in the city, 
the other day arrested my 
attention. An extremely long 
loose billowing ensemble or 
suit for youthful girls was 
displayed. A large card car- 
ried this information: “For 
Your Spring Fever Require- 
ments—Only $89.97.” 

A bevy of “bubble-gum- 
blowers” sallied along and 
also gazed at the object of 
my amusement. Interspersed 
with ‘generous “cracks” of 
exploding gum and garnish- 
ed with throaty moanings, 


-crooner style, the young girls 


were heard . to say: ‘‘Ain’t 
that sweet ... So low in price 
‘3 - Simply out of this world 


“Y-y-ya,”. said I out of the 
corner of my mouth. “So’s 
your old man... Soon in the 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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CHRISTIANS TO 
BATTLE COMMUNISM 
WITH PRAYER 


By Catherine De Hueck 


On May first, the Christian 
world will pray for the con- 
version of Russia. It will not 
be a very hard job to bring 
that country back to the 
Faith, though few people 
realize it. They do not know 
the real Russia, nor how 
close the soul of the nation 
is to God. 


Communists may come 
and Communists may go, 
but the love of God in the 
heart of Russia stays on. Of 
this I am sure. For my child- 
hood was,.spent there. I was 
part of it. And the Christo- 
centric daily living was not 
something superficial, some- 
thing put on for a special 
day or two, for this season or 
that. No. It was the result of 
a truly “Catholic Mind,” un- 
touchd by  protestantism, 
waiting only, like a maturing 
fruit, to fall into the hands 
of the harvesters from Rome. 

The love of Mary the 
Mother of God was the sign- 
post of. Russia’s “Way to 
Christ.” And what better 
signpost is there? No wonder 
our Lady of Fatima asks for 
prayers and penance for the 
FINAL conversion of Russia. 
She knows how much Her 
Russian Children love her, 
now in the secret of their 
hearts; and how they loved 
her openly, gallantly, joy- 
ously, in the yesterdays just 
passd. ~ 

. Yesterday in Russia 


It hardly seems yesterday 
that I lived in Russia. The 
dinner had been cleared 
away, the fire burned cheer- 
ily in the big fireplace of our 
dining room, the favorite 
room in the house. My broth- 
er and I had finished our 
homework. He was drawing 
pictures and I, sitting on the 
floor, was sewing. Mother 
was embroidering something 
for the church, and Father 


g|was reading the Gospel of 


the day, pausing now and 
then to explain some obscure 
passage. 


All ground the table were 
the servants, each engaged 
in some occupation, whit- 
tling, carving, sewing, em- 
broidering, knitting. The 
door-bell rang. The footman 
rose to answer it. A friend 
walked in. Turning, his face 
first to the Ikon (a picture 
of our Lord) he bowed before 
it three times, greeting thus 
the unseen but ever-present 
Master of the House. Then 
turning to all of us bowing 
again, he said, ‘“God’s peace 
be upon you.” In unison we 
all answered, “And may it 
abide with you too.” This 
Christian greeting was so 
commonplace in my child- 
hood it is no wonder the 
present talks 6f PEACE have 
brought it back to me. Only, 


Strangely enough, in my 


|chlidhood peace WAS there. 
Today it seems’ so very ab- 
sent. Perhaps because people 
| talk about it, but do not 
'greet one another with it. | 

Yes, there was peace in 
| those quiet evenings at home, 
when all the household 
gathered around to listen to 
the WORD OF GOD. 


It was Lent. The week be- 
fore Ash Wednesday the 
family had been busy pre- 
paring for it. The piano was 
locked. Mother hid the key. 
The phonograph was put 
away. The icons and cruci- 
fixes were washed and pol- 
ished. All vigil light holders 
were cleaned and a new 
supply of oil was purchased. 
(In Russia oil is used instead 
of vigil candles.) Wardrobes 
were checked, for all through 
Lent we would be wearing 
simple dark clothes. On Ash 
Wednesday all jewelry was 
gathered up and put into a 
safe. Women folks wore only 
their wedding rings, and 
crosses. A_ strange quiet 
seemed to settle on the 
house, as if it began to hold 
its breath and walk on tip- 
toes. 

What, No Cream? 

Mother was busy with the 
cook and menus. For the 
Lenten fast, like that of 
Advent and the one preceed- 
ing the feast of Peter and 
Paul in the summer, was 
taken very seriously in our 
home. Over here it is called 
“THE BLACK FAST,” but 
we did not see anything 
black about it. Following the 
customs of the Eastern Rite, 
we did not -pay so much 
attention to quantity. as to 
quality. No one ate any meat 
through the’ forty days, ex- 
cept on Sunday. No fish on 
Wednesday, Fridays and Sat- 
urdays through Lent. Noth- 
ing made out of butter. No 
cheese, no milk, nor. eggs 
either. Vegetable fats for 
cooking. No sugar. Raisins 
and honey instead. Tea was 
the accepted beverage. Black 
coffee was permitted. Child- 
ren of seven and over kept 
the fast. Nor was temper- 
ature an excuse, though our 
winters were always cold. 

No one went to theatres, 
nor did much visiting about. 
Most places of amusement 
closed for Lent. All shops and 
official buildings were drap- 
ed in mourning through the 
first, fourth and Holy Week 
of Lent. All business places 
gave their employees two 
hours for lunch, so they 
could go to church. 

At home, in every room, 
before its icon, vigil lights 
burned twenty-four hours a 
day until Holy Thursday, 
when they would all be ex- 
tinguished at eventide, only 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


The greatest tragedy in the world is mortal sin. 
Yet how few of us realize it! To sin is to die not in the 
flesh as all men must, but in the soul. To sin is to be 
empty. A temple of God from which God has departed, 
for He is the God of the living and not the dead. 


Yet there is a more personal, more close, result 
of mortal sin, than these austere teachings of the 
Church. A way of the Cross, in any Catholic Church, 
no matter how inartistic, no matter how garish the 
Station may be, brings it to us vividly, if only we have 
eyes to see... Depicted in it, is OUR betrayal. For 
Christ there was no time; and your sin and mine con- 
tributed to His Via Dolorosa. To every step of it! Sor- 
rowful tragic thought, yet a wholesome one in these 
our dark days, when the fruit of sin is ripening under 
the sun of hell all around us. 


To sin is to lose God. For a mortal sin cuts us 
off from His friendship, with a sharp cut. We stand 
alone. And how insignificant, how small is man with- 
out God. To sin mortally is also to move from light 
into darkness, and in the darkness one loses one’s 
way. This is what has happened to us in this genera- 
tion. For we have gone so far as to even deny that 
there is sin, and hence that there is ONE against 
Whom we can sin. And because this is the century 
of just such a denial, peace, happiness, and joy, the 
fruits of Justice and Charity, which have their .roots 
in God Himself, have fled our frightened world. Indeed 


we stand alone. No wonder the shadows of .a thira- 


world war are upon us! 


BLESSED ARE THEY THAT MOURN, FOR 
THEY SHALL BE COMFORTED ... Never before 
did we need meditating on this the third Beatitude, 
so much as we do now. Meditate and besiege the Lord 
for tears of repentance to wash the stain of all sin, 
mortal and venial, for our souls. Yes, indeed this is 
the acceptable time to mourn over our sins .. . To do 
penance and pray. To fast. And to: wear sackcloth 
and ashes, if not factually at least spiritually. 


For if we Catholics who are ‘the salt of the 
earth” are to restore the world to Christ, (as restore 
we must or perish), then we must do so with clean 
souls, clean hearts, clean minds and hands. 


This then IS THE. ACCEPTABLE TIME, 
what little there is left of it, for all of us to make this 
third Beatitude our own. Realizing first the tragedy 
that mortal sin is. Making our children, friends and 
neighbours realize it too. And then together with 
tears of repentance, wash ours away in the most Holy 
Sacrament of Penance, and MOURN ... but really 
mourn ... before the Lord for the sins of our brothers 
the world over. If we do this, offering ourselves as 


holocausts for them, then as He Himself says — WE - 


SHALL BE COMFORTED ... which in .this case 
may mean that what Our Lady of Fatima said will 
come to pass . . and at the last hour Russia will be 
converted. And joy, peace, and happiness which are 


the fruit of Justice and Charity that have their roots 


in God, will come back and dwell with us again. 














-Lady of The Trinity | ; 


Maid who wed Infinity, 

Clay that shaped Divinity, 

Lady of the Trinity 

LIFE IS FILLED WITH FEARS! 


Golden wheat that made the Host 
Mortal woman loved the most 
By Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
LIFE IS WET WITH TEARS! 





Flame of wisdom, holy shrine, 
Chalice of the Bread and Wine, 
Vineyard that produced the Vine, 
DEATH SPEEDS LIKE A DART! 


Immaculate Virginity, 

God-filled femininity, 

Lady of the Trinity, 

KEEP US IN YOUR HEART! 
—Eddie Déherty 





Five Acre 
Meditations 


By Eddie Doherty 











It is Holy Saturday. And 
a fine powdery snow is mak- 
ing white all. the world in 
my vision — all the world, 
that is, except the great ex- 
panse of water, the river that 
runs by the house’ and flows 
straight on ,ta the horizon. 
The river is grey. 

People in the big cities are 
getting ready for Easter. 
There will be a great Easter 
parade in Fifth Avenue to- 
morrow, and on Michigan 
Boulevard, and on Powell 
Street, and at Sunset Boule- 
vard and Vine Street. And in 
Harlem. The Harlem people 
will be the most colorful, the 
most gorgeous, the most 
amazing. 

I shall not miss these par- 
ades..I would not take part 
in one, even if I were able to 
get out of my bed and travel. 
Nor do I long to be a spec- 
tator, say in front’ of St. 
Pat’s in Manhattan, or even 
at 135th Street and 7th Ave. 
in Harlem. I am _ content 
here, for the time. 

While I have rested here 
by the window, downstairs 
in Madonna House, these 
two weeks or so, I have seen 
a different kind of Easter 
parade, a parade of the days. 
I have seen them bring in 
the Spring. I have seen them 
set the stage for the spec- 
tacle of the Resurrection. I 
have -seen ‘them make ‘the 
world ready for the glorious 
day. 

The river was covered with 
ice when I.came home from 
the hospital. There was snow 
all over these five acres. The 
lilacs we planted last Octo- 
ber were hidden by it. The 
red maple that overlooks the 
water was black and bare, 
and it shook dolefully in the 
wind. Often I thought I 
could hear it rattling its 
bones. Only the firs and the 
cedars were green. Yet some 
days they glistened with 
rime. 

“Unfreeze the river,” I 
bade my wife, “and get rid 
of all the snow. Why do you 
hang around the house idly 
while I lie here busy with 
my thoughts?” 

The woman had nothing 
in the world to do except 
make the house comfortable 
for me, and wait upon me— 
nothing but get up early and 
start the: fires, clean the 
place, upstairs and down, 
make my downstairs bed for 
me, get my meals and carry 
them in, bring in arms full 
of logs every hour for the 
grate fire, go to the stores, 
go for the mail, write articles 
for the paper, write the 
Outer Circle Letter, write 
her magazine articles, ans- 
wer the: hundreds of letters 
that pour in on us every day, 
talk to the visitors, attend to 
the people who come here 
for clothing and the boys 
and girls who come for 
books, fill the lamps and 
clean the chimneys 2nd see 
to it that I have sufficient 
light for reading after dark, 
adjust my pillows whenever 
I require it, make the up- 
Stairs bed ready for me when 
it is time, bring me a good- 
night tray, rub my back, and 
blow out my lamp when I 
tell her to. 

Thus she had plenty of 
time to do the little tasks I 
gave her. But the days went 
by, and the river remained 
frozen. It was still thirty be- 
low in the mornings, and 
the snow still hid the earth. 


“Don’t stall,” I had to say 





to her. “I want the spring, 
(Continued on Page —— 





Visit 
After Work 


By R. De Rouen, S.J. 











The Place: Saint Francis 
Xavier’s Church, St. Louis, 
Mo. 

The Time: Late on Satur- 
day afternoon. 

A middle aged man clad in 
dirty overalls alights from 
the street car, crosses the 
street and enters the Church. 
Iie is tired; he sits in the last 
pew and earnestly looks at 
the Host exposed on the 
main altar. 

“Lord, I’ve been at the 
factory all day; I’ve been at 
the factory most of my life. 
I forget You. When I work 
I get tired. My days are full 
of just about everything, but 
not many thoughts of You. 
Sometimes I think and won- 
der about Heaven, Lord! 
Then I will be able to talk 
to You long, to look at You 
long, and I. won’t forget You! 
But I’ve got to get there first! 
Seems out of the question. 
Seems hard, since I forgot 
You so much now.” 

_And so he sits there talk- 
ing to our Lord. Soon his 
tired head bends. He is 
asleep. Our Lord speaks to 
him. 

“Peace to you. Be of good 
cheer. There are some things 
in your life that I remember 
about you. 

“I was sick and you visited 
Me. 

“T was lonely and without 
friends, and you comforted 
Me. 

“T was not liked by some 
in the factory because of my 
color. You spoke kindly to 
Me, and made Me realize my 
true worth. 

“Another time I was sell- 
ing pencils on 5th street, and 
you dropped a dime in my 
cup and said to Me: “I know 
how you feel!” I wish that 
I could have seen your face; 
but I was blind. 

“One day I was tired; I had 
been working over a wash- 
tub all day, doing all that 
work for only one dollar. You 
came home from work, tired, 
too, like Me, and you encour- 
aged Me with your little song 
and sweet words. 

“When I was little, I had 
been at school and teacher 
said, ‘For a second grader, 
you're pretty stupid; you 
can’t spell a word!” You 
came to Me and kissed my 
little face and brushed away 
the tears. Before long I was 
laughing. 

“It was by Birthday and 
you spent your small savings 
for some ice-cream and a 
baseball for Me. You made 
me very happy.” 

The man is still asleep, 
but he questions the Lord. 

“But, Lord, when were you 
sick and I visited you, lonely, 
not-liked, tired? When were 
you" selling pencils, when 
couldn’t you spell, when were 
you having a birthday?” 

And Christ answers him. 

“Amen, I say to you, as 
iong as you did it to one of 
these My least Brethren, you 
did it to Me.” 

The man wakes and leaves 
the church. On his face is 
peace ... and on his lips a 
smile. 

The practice of saying “God 
bless you’’ whenever a_ person 
sneezes originated back in the 6th 
century when Gregory the Great 
was Pope. During this particular 
time an infectious malady was 
raging throughout Italy. Pope 
Gregory asked the people to say 
prayers against the disease and 


accompany the prayer with the 
Sign of the Cross. When anyone 
sneezed they would utter “God 
bless you,” and the custom has 
existed ever since. 














The B’s Corner 


The snow is all gone. The 
sun shines warmly. The 
robins are back. IT IS 
SPRING. To us it means 
many things. First, of course, 
spring cleaning. It is hard 
work. But it is fun also. For 
cleanliness is the one luxury 
most poor folks can afford. 
And do you know a grander 
sight than a big line of newly 
washed clothing hanging in 
the sun? It sort of represents 
achievement, and good 
honest work, as does all the 
polishing, scrubbing, * and 
cleaning. 

Spring also means plant- 
ing a garden. And we aim 
this year to really DO it up 
brown — green, I mean. We 
had a fence put around our 
vegetable patch last year, 
and that will keep all the 
little furry prowlers away, 
so we ought to have a good 
crop. The strawberry patch 
should be yielding its sweet 
harvest. this year, as should 
our asparagus. And I am 
watching, eagle-eyed, our 
thirty-six apple trees, and 
the berry bushes planted 
last year. There will be much 
work outdoors this year. Any 
bgp) man around wanting 

exchange some outdoor 
work for Catholic Action: in- 
doctrination FH style? 


Yet Spring means still 
more. It means first Com- 
munions in our Little White 
Church. And these in turn 
spell white dresses, white 
shoes, gloves, prayer books, 
rosaries... IF YOU HAVE 
ANY OR WOULD LIKE TO 
DONATE THE MONEY TO 
OUTFIT A BOY OR A GIRL 
(TEN DOLLARS WOULD 
DO IT) PLEASE SEND 
EITHER TO US. 

And speaking of clothes. . 
Everyone will be looking 
over her, spring and summer 
dresses and wondering if she 
can give them the NEW 
LOOK—If you can’t, send 
them to us. Second hand 
clothing is much needed 
hereabouts, and never mind 
the LOOK. — 

Since much of this column 
has become a litany of our 
needs, I will gather my cour- 
age in both hands, and tell 
you about my dream. It is 
a very simple one. To be able 
to build a woodshed and an 
ice house this summer ... It 
may seem like a utilitarian 
dream ... But, oh boy ...if 
you had to wade through 
four to six feet of*8now in 
the winter and try to pry 
the wood logs apart*and get 
the snow off them all in 
twenty (or lower) below 
zero... you would under- 
stand how a WOODSHED 
CAN BECOME A DREAM. 

Or if you watched the 
meat_you went twelve miles 
away to buy, spoil before 
your eyes for lack of ice... 
and you did not have any too 
much cash for that piece of 
meat in the first-.place—not 
to mention milk and other 
foodstuffs — you too would 
understand HOW AN ICE 
HOUSE CAN BECOME A 
DREAM. 

The price of both? ONLY 
THREE HUNDRED DOL- 
LARS. Maybe St. Joseph, to 
whom I have been making 
a thirty day novena (isn’t 
he a carpenter, and doesn’t 
he know all about wood 
sheds and even ice houses?) 
will inspire someone endowed 
with this world’s goods... . 
TO MAKE A DOUBLE 
DREAM COME TRUE! 

Eddie is better. Both of us 
thank our many _ good 
friends, for their letters, 
cards and prayers, especially 
the Reverend Clergy for their 
Masses, 


‘ 
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COMBE 








Many of our readers have 
been writing in again asking 
the sixty-four dollar question 


HOUSE? AND WHAT EX- 
ACTLY ARE WE DOING 
HERE? True we have been 
answering these two ques- 
tions in our Little Paper all 
the time. But maybe we have 
done so piece-meal, sort of. 
So it came to me, that I 
should try to present the 
WHOLE IDEA in this col- 
umn of mine. But since it is 
a rather lengthy “article’”— 
goals, ways, techniques and 
philosophies always make 
“long articles’—it will take 
two or three issues to clarify 
the matter. I hope those who 
have written in will bear with 
waiting. 

Once upon a time, long, 
long ago, when the Lay Apos- 
tolate on the North American 
continent was as yet lying 
dormant in the souls of a 
few people, I dreamed a 
dream. It was not the sort 
of dream one dreams while 
sleeping. No. Mine was a 
constant dream. Perhaps it 
wasn’t even a dream at all, 
perhaps it was the _ gentle 
voice of God in my _ soul, 
whispering. 

Anyhow I dreamt of “go- 
ing to the people,” as my 
mother had done before me. 
For though Russians of her 
time did not know a blessed 
thing about Catholic Action, 
and the Lay Apostolate was 
Greek to them, they had 
been brought up on the Gos- 
pels, and on the Fathers of 
the Church, as well as on 
legends passed from genera- 
tion to generation by the 
‘pugrims who always, it 
seems, were coming from or 
going to the many Holy 
Shrines of Holy Russia. 

All these, the Gospels, the 
writings of the Fathers of 
the Church, and the pil- 
grim’s legends about the 
lives of the early Christians, 
added up to one thing — 
LOVE AND SERVE YOUR 
NEIGHBOR, FOR THEN 
YOU LOVE AND SERVE 
GOD. CHARITY, WHOSE 
OTHER NAME IS LOVE, IS 
YOUR ONLY KEY TO THE 
HEAVENLY GATES. 

Russians are literal 
minded people. “If this is so,” 
they said, ‘‘then let us do it.” 
And as their whole past 
history proves, THEY DID. 
For Russian saints are all 
distinguished by these quali- 
ties of love, mercy and ser- 
vice done DIRECTLY to the 
needy, with gospel-like sim- 
plicity. My mother was no 
exception in this general 
trend of thought. She 
worked as a telpehone oper- 
ator, whereas she could have 
been a concert pianist, hav- 
ing graduated from the cele- 
brated Conservatory of Music 
in Petersburg, then under 
the direction of Tschaikov- 
sky. Being a telephone oper- 
ator in those days in Russia 
meant “going to the 
people” — but mother was 
not content with fhat. 

She took long leaves of 
absence and went to work 
for the peasants as a “hired 
girl.” She scrubbed floors by 
the mile, washed heavy 
laundry, went haying, cook- 
ed for poor families their 
simple meals, tended the 
stock, weaved smooth flax 
into garments and soft wool 
into winter clothing, baked 


By Catherine Doherty 
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bread, smoked ffish and 
meats, helped to saw wood, 
and picked mushrooms, ber- 
ries and fragrant herbs in 
the immense forests and 
meadows of the neighbor- 
hood. 

But she did more. She 
taught the young to read 
and write. She gathered the 
older ones into what to-day 
would be caled a Study Club, 
and discussed with them 
such modern subjects as co- 
operatives, credit unions, 
health, God and the things 
of God. She helped workers 
fight for just. wages. 

In between all this she 
nursed. Being the daughter 
of a physician and a prac- 
tical nurse, and also being 
well versed in the lore of 
medicinal herbs, she was 
quite efficient at it. 

This was what the Rus- 
sians of her day called “‘go- 
ing to the people.” There was 
no half measure about it! 
YOU WENT... BECAUSE 
YOU LOVED GOD AND 
HENCE YOUR NEIGHBOR 
... DIRECTLY TO THE 
POOR, THE FORGOTTEN 
ONES AS THEIR SERVANT. 

This was the fabric of my 
dream the dream I 
dreamt way back when the 
Lay Apostolate of the North 
American continent was yet 
lying dormant in the souls 
of a few people. 


Naturally, my dreams were 
all directed toward the land 
and the people on it. For this 
was what I was brought up 
on. This was what I knew. 
Farming, stock caring, bee- 
keeping, gardening, spin- 
ning, weaving, sewing, bak- 
ing, even herb gathering and 
preparing did’ not hold any 
mystery for me. I was fam- 
iliar with it from babyhood. 


Also I knew the needs of | 


the peopie on the land in 
Canada and the U.S.A. With 
my own eyes I had watched 
the tragic trek from the farm 
to the city and the disin- 
tegration of the family, 
through it, that if left un- 
checked waquld bring ruin to 
this fair continent. - 

As I dreamt I prayed. For 
who is there but God, Who 
can make dreams come true? 
And a strange thing hap- 
pened to me, when kneeling 
once in a little Church lost 
in the midst of Toronto 
slums, I found in the pew 
a Holy Card and this is what 
it said: 

I said, ‘‘Let me work in the fields.” 
Christ said, “No, work in the 
town.” - 
“There are no flowers 
there.” 


said, “No flowers, 
crown,” 


but a 


I said, “But the sky is black 

There is nothing but noise and 
din.” 

Christ wept as He answered back, 

“There is more,” He said, “there 
is sin.” 


I said, “But the air is thick 

And fogs are veiling the sun.” 
Christ said, “But souls are sick 
And souls in the dark are undone.” 


I said, “I shall miss the light - 
And friends will miss' me they 

say.” , 
Christ answered, “Choose tonight 
If I shall miss you, or they?” 


What happened after my 
finding this Holy Card, is in 
a small way, history now. 
Friendship Houses happened. 
I turned my eyes away from 
the fields and directed my 
steps into the fetid slums of 
the big cities of Canada and 
the U.S.A., laying aside the 
dream of my youth, but still 
applying, the ways (to-day 
we call them TECHNIQUES) 
of my mother and my 
people. 

(To Be Continued) 
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Christians to Battle Communism 


(Continued from Page One) \, 


to be re-lighted a few hours 
later by the flame of a candle 
brought back from church, 
where everyone held a light- 
ed candle while listening to 
the reading of the ‘twelve 
Gospels of the Passions.” The 
blowing out and lighting 
again was of course symbolic 
of the death and resurrect- 
ion of Christ. 


All the days of Lent were! 


alike. Mass in the morning, 
a Lenten breakfast of clear 
tea, and bread (made with= 





tatoes for lunch. A vegetable 
plate for supper. Just two 
glasses of tea for breakfast. 
Long after Mass he would be 
kneeling in prayer. From 
noon until about two o’clock, 
he would be in Church again, 
only to repeat the perform- 
ance at night. He kept silent 
most of the time and was 
with us only for meals or the 
evening readings. Friday 
would find us all lined up, 
family, and servants in the 
big living room. Father bow- 
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Dear Mr. and Mrs. Doherty:- 


I have perused the first number of “RESTOR- 
ATION,” and I offer you my congratulations and my 
Blessing, that the mustard seed you are planting in 


ing tree. Never before in the history of mankind has 
there been so urgent a necessity for the restoration 
of peace and love among people of goodwill as is called 
for today in this stricken and bleeding world, in order 
that the fruits of God’s justice may become a reality. 


I recommend without hesitation to the Clergy, 
Religious Communities and the Faithful of Pembroke 
Diocese your timely publication, and I pray the Holy 
Spirit to guide your pen, in placing before our Chris- 
tian people here and elsewhere the true social and 


hood of man, under the Fatherhood of God. 
With every kind wish and blessing for 1948, 
Yours faithfully in Christ, 


“Restoration” 
January 10th, 1948. 


into a great and flourish- 


which rests the Brother- 


WILLIAM J. SMITH, 
Bishop of Pembroke. 











out eggs, milk, or butter) 
served with honey. School. 
A visit. to church again at 
noon recess, a lunch of tea 
and Lenten _ sandwiches. 
Home. Church at eventide, 
with the whole household 
present. And Father reading 
the lives of Saints before 
going to bed. 
The Great Day 

All these exercises and the 
fast were of course primarily 
a preparation for the great 
and glorious feast of Easter. 
But in a smaller yet no less 
important fashion they were 
also a preparation for our 
Easter duties. For no matter 
how often one went to con- 
fession and communion 


throughout the year, that 


Easter Duty was the greatest 
single yearly event in a Rus- 
On Saturday of that week 
he would go to confession, 
on Sunday to Communion. 
So, starting on the preceding 
Monday, he began fasting in 
earnest. Tea and boiled po- 
to prepare. He usually made 
his confession during the 
week of the Holy Cross, the 
fourth week of Lent, because 
of his great devotion to the 
Passion of Our Lord. 


sian’s life. Ours most. cer- 
tainly. Father was the first 
r 





a 


ing low before each in turn 
would say “If inadvertently 
or in any manner whatso- 
ever I have offended you, I 
now beg you to forgive me, 
so that I may face my God 
and ask His forgivness.” And 
each one of us, big and small, 
would bow low in.return and 
say, “May God forgive you, 
as I forgive you. Pray for 
me.” 


Saturday the household 
would be oh! so busy, clean- 
ing and scouring and bring- 
ing in flowers, for the Lord 
would be coming back into 
the house, in the heart of its 
natural head. Everyone 
would be at Mass. The ser- 
vants would leave a bit earl- 
ier and when the family 
came home they had the 
breakfast ready. All assem- 
bled at the head of the 
stairs, greeted Father with 
the words, “Congratulations 
on the reception of the Heav- 
enly Mysteries.” Yes Easter 
Duty in Russia was taken 
very seriously—and reverent- 


ly. 
= Catholic Russia 
The summer brought me 
new duties.. Mother was a 
splendid practical nurse. 
Twice a week she went into 
(Continued on Page Four) 





FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


(Continued from Page Two) 
and I want it now.” 

It is seldom I have to re- 
buke the woman God gave 
me, seldomer I have to ex- 
press my desires twice. 

-The next morning the 
river began to unfreeze. 
Great chunks of ice were 
torn loose by the current, 
and were carried off into the 
hazy distance. They did not 
go turbulently away, turning 
over and over. They vanish- 
ed sedately, as though car- 
ried on a tray. 

There were days of bril- 
liant sun. The snows low- 
ered. The tops of the lilacs 
appeared. Across the river 
there came a green tint on 
the tops of the white birch 
trees. Birds appeared on the 
lawn. Crows flew over the 
water. A robin sat on a low 
branch of the maple. 

But the shore-ice remain- 
ed, and I was angered that 
the work had been so care- 
lessly attended. 

“Give me a few more 
days,” my wife pleaded. 
“This is the first time I have 
tried this sort of things. I 
realize I am awkward, but I 
am learning.” 

Generously I forbare to 
criticize her. 

And the next morning the 
shore-ice disappeared. The 
river was a sparkling blue 
throughout its miles and 
miles. Buds appeared on the 
maple. How self-conscious 
the poor tree looked! 

A boy of ten came to visit 
me, with a great bunch of 
pussy willows in one hand, a 
small white box in the other. 
He put the branches in a 
vase my wife and nurse pro- 
vided, and held out the box 
to me. 

“I was hiking down the 
road,” he said, ‘and I met 
the Easter bunny. He said 
this was for you and asked 
me to give it to you.” 

In the box was a big cho- 
colate Easter egg, with a lot 
of little egg-shaped candies 
all around it. 

Yesterday the snow ha 
disappeared entirely. The 
lilacs, I saw, were still in 
their newspaper wrappers. I 
could read the headlines on 
the papers. October’s news. 
Trouble in Europe. Trouble 
in China. Trouble in Wash- 
ington. Trouble everywhere. 
Four feet of snow had in no 
way changed the troubles of 
the world. 

Yesterday the green on the 
birches intensified. The 
brown grass was turning 
green. Everything was turn- 
ing green. I could smell the 
new world even through the 
double windows that shut it 
out. Good Friday — and a 
perfect day. 

Last night it rained. And 
today the fine powdery snow 
has turned the green world 
white again for Easter. 

“How is this?” I asked my 
wife, waking from a nap to 
see the snow upon the 
ground. “Did I not give 
orders about all this?” . 

“But I love the snow,” she 
made excuse. “And it’s only 
a little snow—for the glory 
of the risen Lord. Allelujah. 
Allelujah. Allelujah. A clean 
white world for Resurrection 
day.” : 

I did not have the heart 
to scold her. Besides, I too 
was glad to see the snow— 
to see the green of the trees, 
the buds, the birds, the 
majestic gray Madawaska, 


and the yellow-wet news- 
paper wrappers on the lilacs stand- 
ing out against the falling snow. 

A long parade of days. A glor- 
ious parade. It was nice of 
Catherine, don’t you think? to end 
it with the snow. 
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CHRISTIANS TO BATTLE 


(Continued from Page Three) 
the village to nurse the sick 
and the poor. I was her 
natural assistant. I would 
like to have a penny for 
every mile I walked carrying 
the heavy knapsack contain- 
ing medicines and first aid 
needs; the floors, windows, 
doors, I scrubbed, and the 
beds I made in sick rooms. 
Early in my childhood the 
truth that Christ is my 
neighbor was shown to me 
by my parents’ example and 
words. No one was ever 
turned from our door. Bum 
or beggar, woman of the 
streets or thief. Men were 
welcomed in by my father. 
He gave them a bath. him- 
self. We always had clothing 
in store for the poor, and 
then they were served by the 
family on our best plate. For 
as Father put it, “The poor 
are Christ, and only the best 
in the house is good enough 
for them.” Mother did like- 
wise with the women. No 
servant ever attended the 
Ambassadors of God in our 
household. It wouldn’t have 
been right. 

We children. had such 
grand times. Our house was 
always filled with our play- 
mates who came from all 
strata of society, and were 
always welcome. Reading the 
women’s column of a daily 
paper, I had to smile at the 
rebellion of a thirteen year 
old who was not allowed by 
her mother to use lipstick or 
to “date.” Until I married I 
had never worn a silk dress. 
My best was organdy. No 
powder or paint touched my 
face. My nails were trimmed 
short. My shoes had flat 
heels. All my friends, girls 
and boys ‘alike, saw me in 
my home under the eyes of 
my parents. I am glad. Thus 
it was that I had a wonder- 
ful, a glorious, Christian, 
gay, joyous childhood and 
girlhood. No one could wish 
for more. . 

This was the Russia I 
knew, the Catholic Russia 
killed in the Communist 
revolution. This is the Russia 
the prayers of the Christian 
world may restore. 

God speed its restoration! 





HOLY COMMUNION 


There are many classes of per- 
sons who should often receive Holy 
Communion; the perfect, to unite 
themselves more closely to the 
Source of perfection; the strong, 
that they become not weak; the 
weak, that they may become 
strong; the sick, that they. may be 
cured; and those in health that 
they may be preserved from sick- 
ness. There are those who think 
that their imperfections, their 
weakness, their littleness make 
them unworthy to receive Com- 
munion frequently; but it is pre- 
cisely because of these that they 
ought to receiye it frequently in 
order that He Who possesses all 
things may give them whatever is 
wanting to them. 





Labor Unions 


Should Do More 


By Ed. Marciniak 


I can hear readers shout- 
ing: “Labor unions aren’t 
perfect,” “Face the facts, 
look at. what unions are 
doing,” and, “You’re trying 
to say that labor unions can 
do-no wrong.” 

I know that there are 
racketeers, political parisites, 
labor leeches, communists, 
gangsters, and fifth column- 
ists in the ranks of organized 
labor. Yes, even in the leader- 
ship of some unions. This is 
no secret. The daily news- 
papers see to ‘it. that the 
public is thoroughly familiar 
with the evil practices in 
‘some unions. . 

But the big danger in 
unionism today is not from 
the minority of communists 


or rac’eteers who infest it. | 


The big danger, to American 
unionism comes from two 
things. 

The first fact is that 
American labor leaders don’t 
have a clear’ cut idea of 
where the labor movement 
should go in the next twenty- 
five years. Most union offic- 
ials know what they want 
today, but they are vague, 
uncertain about tomorrow. 

Secondly there. aren’t 
enough Catholics and men of 
courageous zeal, informed 
Catholics and non-Catholics 
active in the labor movement 
to give labor the vision it 
needs. 

The aim of unions. to 
better wages and working 
conditions is a laudable one. 
But taken by itself, such an 
aim belongs to the horse and 
buggy era. 

The real trouble with 
unions is not that they ask 
for too much but that they 
ask for too little. Unions just 
Gon’t go far enough in their 
demands. 

A union’s long range ob- 
jective should be to make 
workers co-partners with em- 
ployers in the profits, man- 
agement, and ownership of 
industry. In each occupation 
and profession organized 
workers would join hands 
with organized management 
to solve their common prob; 
lems of wages, hours, prices, 
production and employment. 








Christ Speaks 


You are the salt of the 


earth; but if the salt loses its } 


strength. What shall it be 
salted with? It is no longer 
of any use but to be thrown 
out and trodden underfoot by 
men. . : 


You are the light of the 
world. A city set on @ moun- 
tain cannot be hidden, Neither 
do men light a lamp and put 
it under the measure, but upon 
the lampstand, so as to give 
light to all in the house. Even 
so let our light shine «before 


men, in order that they may 
see your good works and give 
glory to your Father in heaven. 


‘ / 
Matthew 5, 13-16. 














Hallowed Water, 


Rev. Father J. Cacella of 
443 E. 135th Str., New York, 
N.Y., says— 

We have a copious supply 
of Fatima Water. It will be 
sent to you on request. Just 
send in your name and ad- 
dress and something “to de- 
fray the expenses of the 
special containers,’ packing 
and mailing. However, do not 
let the lack of a- donation 
prevent you from writing us 
for Fatima Water. 

-. Fatima, Water is natural 
water from the hallowed spot 


where Our Blessed Mother 





~ CHRIST 





deigned to appear at Fatima 
in 1917. Until October, 1921, 
there was no well in this spot 
due to the porous nature of 
the soil. The Bishop of Leiria 
decided that something must 
be done to meet the needs of 
the hundreds of thousands of 
pilgrims. He decided to build 
a concrete cistern to hold the 
rain water, which would be 
available to the pilgrims. As 
the workmen broke ground, 
a miraculous spring gushed 
forth. Since. that time a 
copious supply of water has 
been available at Fatima. 

Numerous cures: and fav- 
ors have been _ received 
through the use of the water 
taken from this spring. All 
these cures of bodily ail- 
nients and incurable diseases 
have been well authenti- 
cated. Many spiritual conver- 
sions have taken place by its 
use. 

This water from Fatima 
has no magical properties. It 
presupposes purity of soul, 
a lively faith, and an abiding 
confidence. It presupposes 
prayer. 

Just use a drop. at a time. 
Recite three Hail Marys and 
the following prayer before 
taking or applying ~the Fatima 
Water: “O’ my Jesus, forgive us 
our sins, save us from theefire of 
hell, and bring all souls to heaven, 


especially those who have most 
need of Your Mercy.” 
Do this for nine days 
childlike trust in Our Lady. © - 
Be mannerly—never forget to 
say “THANK YOU” to Her when 
all is well again. ales 


' A little offering to defray 
expenses will be welcome, 


with 





THE SAINT WHO PRAYS . 


(Continued from Page One) 


The people. not knowing 
his name called him Santo 
OCrante, the Saint Who Prays. 
To my knowledge, his baptis- 
mal name has never been 
revealed. Would it be . too 
wrong for me, to assume 
that it was Joseph, and that 
the good bishop must have 
been inspired on that bright 
day in October? 

On March 15, 1881, when 
my mother was thirteen days 
old, and my dad a boy of 
thirteen years; a_ tragedy 
came upon the little village. 
One day, while the church of 
the Madonna di Capo 
d’Acqua was in the process 
of being remodelled, a ter- 
rible storm arose, the like of 
which the people had never 
witnessed. Suddenly the 
church bells began to ring 
furiously. The villagers a- 
larmed, hastened to _ the 
church. They were stunned 
to find that the altar of St. 
Orante had been violated 
and that a golden urn con- 
taining his relics had been 
stolen. The people went a- 
bout in panic, mixing their 
cries and screams with the 
howling of the storm. 

Relics Recovered 

A half mile distant from 
the church, a villager was 
hauling manure. Unexpect- 
edly his: oxen stopped, and 
despite his frantic efforts, 
they wouldn’t budge. More- 
over, they went down on 
their front knees. The driver 
became impatient and looked 
about for some evil spirit 
that might be casting a spell 
upon his poor beasts. He 
noticed a white gbject pro- 
truding from a rubbish pile 
nearby, and shaking violent- 
ly by the wind. As he drew 
near to examine it, he 
recognized it to be the linen 
cloth which had adorned the 
golden urn that had ~* con- 
tained the relics of Santo 
Orante. The relics. were res- 
tored to the altar. A new 
golden urn was provided. 

‘In 1909, when socialism in 
Italy was gaining momen- 
tum, the parish priest of 
Ortucchio undertook to write 
and distribute a pamphlet 
about the saint. 

According to news reach- 
ing us, the town suffered in 
the hands of the Nazis, dur- 
ing World War II, but a five- 
ton bomb which dropped 
near the famous church, 
failed to explode. 

Today as communism, the 
greatest menace of all time, 
threatens to draw Italy into 
its orbit, the people live in 
fear, but the~ Saint Who 
Prays has not abandoned 
them. The latest reports tell 
of an elderly woman who, 
while walking on the out- 
skirts of Ortucchio, wept and 

rayed over the sad state of 
affairs. which exist in Italy. 
Along the way, she met a 
monk who said to her, “‘Weep 
not, for as long as the people 
have faith in God and con- 
tinue to pray, they will have 
nothing to. fear.” 

She is sure this was the 
Saint Who Prays. - 


| 





ON THE CREDIT SIDE 


(Continued from Page One) 
poor house ... and you could 
tike off out of this world, 
any day in a 30-mile wind in 
that drapery.” 

“Nuts to you, grandpaw,” 
replied the girls as they 
moved away blowing gum 
bubbles. 

The New Language 


The language of the busi- . 
ness world makes use of the 


catch phrases like “New 
Look,” “Spring Fever” and 
“Eighty-nine ninety-seven,” 
so-as to fatten upon a gull- 
ible, credulous, thoughtless 
public. That is propaganda 
to incite’ the masses towards 
mass buying. Industrialists 
bank upon mob psychology, 
then, to clean up their wares, 
at a tremendous profit. 

There are two deadly en- 
emies of true citizenship. One 
is propaganda and the other 
is mob psychology. The youth 
especially should be trained 
and brightened to the point 
where they are able to label 
“propaganda” in whatever 
form it may be served up. 
Then they should be given 
the opportunity to think for 
themselves and act accord- 
ing to conviction. Thus they 
would never be caught by 
the mob, rushed along “be- 
cause everybody’s doing it,” 
and “taken in” just because 
it is the style. 

In a credit union study 
gioup the myth of finances 
is exploded; the schemes and 
the snares of exploiters aré 
exposed. The true value of 
money, its ownership and 
control are quickly learned 
and acquired, by member- 
ship in a credit union: 

People after having learn- 
ed to think for themselves 
are not easily swayed by 
propaganda. Enemies of so- 
ciety lose their influence 
over people who know the 
origin of money and have 
control over what they pro- 
duce. Mob agitators make no 
impression upon true Chris- 
tians who work together in 
justice and honesty for the 
welfare of the community 
and themselves. 
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